ANDROCLES AND THE LION

A bugle call is heard.

CENTURION [waking up] Tention! Form as before. Now then,
prisoners: up with you and trot along spry. [The soldiers fall in.
The Christians rise].

A man with an ox goad comes running through the central arch.

THE ox DRIVER. Here, you soldiers! clear out of the way for
the Emperor.

THE CENTURION. Emperor! Where's the Emperor? You aint
the Emperor, are you?

THE ox DRIVER. It's the menagerie service. My team of oxen is
drawing the new lion to the Coliseum. You clear the road.

CENTURION. What! Go in after you in your dust, with half the
town at the heels of you and your lion! Not likely. We go first.

THE ox DRIVER. The menagerie service is the Emperor's per-
sonal retinue. You clear out, I tell you.

CENTURION. You tell me, do you? Well, 111 tell you some-
thing. If the lion is menagerie service, the lion's dinner is
menagerie service too. This [pointing to the Christians'] is the
lion's dinner. So back with you to your bullocks double quick;
and learn your place. March. [The soldiers start]. Now then, you
Christians: step out there.

LAVINIA [marcning] Come along, the rest of the dinner. I shall
be the olives and anchovies.

ANOTHER CHRISTIAN [laughing] I shall be the soup.

ANOTHER. I shall be the fish.

ANOTHER. Ferrovius shall be the roast boar.

FERROVIUS [heavily] I see the joke. Yes, yes: I shall be the roast
boar. Ha! ha! [He laughs conscientiously and marches out with
them].

ANDROCLES [following] I shall be the mince pie. [Each an-
nouncement is received* with a louder laugh by all the rest as the joke
catches on].

CENTURION [scandalised] Silence I Have some sense of your
situation. Is this the way for martyrs to behave? [To Spintho^ who
is quaking and loitering] I know what youll be at that dinner.
Youll be the emetic. [He shoves him rudely along].
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